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Sessions 


Author's Notes: 
Technically this is a crossover, but when | was choosing bands, | was only able to pick Metallica and not Exodus. 


"Well, I'm going over to Kirk's to jam." 
"You know you can jam with us like, basically whenever, right?" 
"Yeah. Can't | jam with other people too?" 


James raises a skeptical eyebrow, like he's almost figured it out but he's too chagrined to keep thinking about 
it. "Okay, see you at the next rehearsal then" 


Of course Dave can always jam with Metallica, it'd be silly to think otherwise. After all, the whole band lives 
together. But jamming with Metallica is work, and jamming with Exodus, particularly jamming with Kirk, is fun. 


It always starts out the same: a gentlemanly, almost business-like greeting at the front door, a beer or two 


or five, some light noodling. Soon, they'll start trying to come up with the most outrageous solo, and sooner 
still, their testosterone convinces them to one-up each other. Their nimble fingers dance up and down the 


necks of their respective axes, and the competition, though spirited, is always in good fun. 


Those same agile fingers unzip each others’ jeans when the contest gets old, and comb through curly locks of 
black and strawberry blond. Mouths once used for trash-talking and teasing are open and firm together, 
tenderly pecking one second and fiercely sucking the next. The guitars, forgotten, rest unused against the 
couch, and the only sound left in Kirk's bedroom is heavy breathing. 


Every time they come together is as good as the first time they ever did They don't even bother to turn off 
the lights before Kirk gives himself over and Dave takes what's his. The room is a total mess, their clothes lie 
in a pile next to the neglected guitars, and all they care about is each other, even if they'd never say it out 
loud. They say it to each other with their bodies, they won't risk words ruining their perfect arrangement. 


Kirk comes first, Dave likes that he's so easy to excite, and he only lets go after he gets Kirk off. Weak-kneed, 
sweaty, and wobbly, they stumble to the bathroom to clean themselves, contemplate picking up their guitars 
again, and think better of it. After all, they're exhausted, and there will be plenty of time for another jam 


session in the morning. 


